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I know that is what they all feel, but they have
to pretend to be glad I am better."          .    -- :

And then, too, there.is another type of age which
is hardly less painful, aind that is the complacent
and sententious old person, intolerably talkative
and minutely confidential, who lays down the law
about everything, and takes what he calls the
.privileges of age, a sort of professional patriarch,
ruddy and snowy-haired and wide-awake, a terrible
specimen of a well-made machine, which goes on
working long after heart and brain alike are atro-
phied. I have known an old man of this kind.
He insisted on everything being done for his con-
venience. He breakfasted very late, and would
allow no one to have any food earlier, saying that
it did young people good to wait; that he had
always done work before breakfast, and that there
was nothing like an empty stomach for keeping
the head clear. He would not allow the morning
paper to be opened till he came down; and he
sate an intolerable time after breakfast reading
extracts from it, often stopping in the middle of a
sentence because some other paragraph had caught
his eye. He had a horrible way of saying, "Guess
what has happened to one of our friends; I will
give you ten guesses each"; and he would insist
on all kinds of conjectures being hazarded, while
he chuckled over the absurdities suggested. He
took a frank pleasure in the death of his contempo-
raries, and an even franker pleasure in the deaths
of his juniors. Then he had one of his long-
suffering daughters to write letters for him, and